86                          SHORT STORIES
The woman said:    " Sir, my father lives in
Ranganathapur.    My  husband and I started for
my father's village.    We were going to Molleyur,
On the way he stopped for a minute and told me
to walk on.    Early in the day, he was constantly
laughing at me for walking so slow and suggesting
all kinds of man's reasons for my slow pace.   So
when he stayed back for a moment I wanted to
show him how fast I could walk and came along.
After having come some distance I turned back
to see how far behind he was but he was not to
be seen.   'It does  not  matter if I  am a poor
walker5, I said to myself, 'let hirn come up7, and
sat on the road.   A long time passed and he did
not appear.    I went back and searched all over
the place but found no trace of him.    I cried out
and there was no answer.    I was alone and it was
getting dark.    I had been told that if I walked
along on this road we should reach a village.    So
- I walked straight "on this road.    I did not find the
village but have come here.    My father, please
grant me the gift of auspicious wife-hood and find
my husband;    send some one;    look for him;
my life is trembling within me;"  and she sobbed,
losing control of herself.
Man's    heart   melts     becoming    woman's
tears.    The ascetic felt great pity surging within